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on the landside, fought us all day long, and returned to rest               \
at night.    During the night Lord Keith's fleet came and               '
bombarded us, trying under cover of darkness to get possession              . |
of the port, and thus forcing the garrison to watch that side
most carefully, and preventing them from getting the least                l
rest.     One  night when  the  bombardment was more than
ordinarily violent, Massena, having been informed that, by
the help of some Bengal lights which had been fired on the
beach, many English craft, laden with troops, could be seen
advancing towards the moles, mounted with all his staff and
his regular escort of guides.    We were in all some 150 to
200 horsemen.    As we passed a little  square named  the
Campetto, the commander-in-chief halted to  speak to  an
officer who was returning from the port.    All were thronging
round him, when a cry was heard, ' Look out! a shell!'    We
all looked up and beheld a vast mass of red-hot iron descending
on the group of men and horses who were packed in the
narrow space.    I happened to be close to the wall of a great
house, above the door of which was a marble balcony.    I
urged my horse under this and several of my neighbours did
the same.    Precisely on this balcony the shell dropped; it
smashed it to pieces, bounded off on to the pavement, and
burst with a tremendous noise in the middle of the square,
which for a moment was lighted up by the flash and then
relapsed into deeper darkness.    We thought the loss would
have been great; the profound silence was broken by the
voice of General Massena asking if anyone  was wounded;
there was no answer, for by a really miraculous chance not
one of the fragments of the shell had struck a man or a horse
in the crowd.    As for those who, like myself, were under the
balcony, they were  covered  with  dust  and  fragments  of
building materials, but no one was wounded.
I have said that as a rule the English only bombarded us at night; but one day when they were celebrating some festival or other, their fleet, dressed with flags, sailed up to the town in the middle of the day, and amused itself by showering projectiles on us. The one of our batteries which was in the best position for replying to this fire was near theth that made from horse. To the horrors of famine and pestilence were added those of obstinate and incessant warfare ; for all day long the French troops were fighting on the land side against the Austrians, and when night put a stop to this,                             I
